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' D rather meet a nice man then
§B] sce the Abbey."” Priscills War-
rington admitted to herself, ns
she whirled down Piecadilly in
s hansom and eyed the pass-

ers-hy.

The sentiment may have indicated
jow tastes; but it must be urged in
extenuation that, during two months
on the Continent, Priscilla had met
many beautiful cathedrsls, and wno

nice men. Not that the men had been
unappreciative. From Naples to Ber-
lin, from Budapest to Paris, resplendent
ofiicers, roystering students, gallant
citizens of many tipms. had nvited
her smiles; but she bad not dared to
smile.

“In our country,” she explained,
when writing to & home friend, “one
kidows that s man will stop when one
crosses one's fingers and says ‘King's
X’; but I doubt, I seriously doubt,
whether these heavenly angels, in
comic-opera  clothes, understand the
rules of the game.”

And so, being a wise YOUng woman,
with a wholesome respect for unknown

- explosives as well as s mighty curiosity

concerning them, Miss Warrington had,
while truveling, restricted her smiles
to the ranks of bell boys, waiters, and

rte:l and had eliminated from
t:- culations all men who could
not he tipped. The small coin of the
realm, so she found, !'m:nishod' an
excellent line of demareation. Now,
at the end of June, : ests
lshed in Enghn&. and was finding
difficulty in keeping her smiles from
becoming catholic. As she looked from
her cab, she reflected that there was
something very satisiying shout tweeds
and bowlers, sfter n surfeit of uni-
forms and These big, sturdy
men, with the strong mouths and the
boyish eyes, reminded her of the
R e o hash they . mrght

1) ns i they t
" the game and :.%;lde

y them.
“But I don’t know any of the crea-
tures,"” sighed Priscilla; then she

bey

“S at
she said bhthﬁy to

e turned into Westminster; and when
he drew up before the church and she
stepped out with a froufrou of =hiffons,
she signed to him to ‘wait. Extrava-

ve, of course; but this wns s day

g:l exira T

The slender figure was swallowed
by the old gray doorway. Inside the
church there was a shadowy quiet,
umed: A few tourists busged

=

evening on = short visit to frie
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By Eleanor Hoyt Brainerd

A very swell wedding! All outsiders, hesitated, stopped short, dropped back
snve her, hed been shooed out of the into her lap. It would be fun to see
chureh; but she had been overlonked. where the bride lived. The procession
Of course she was an intruder; but halted. Far down the Iil::(fuﬂiﬁ Werns
leaving now would be in the nature leaving their earrisges mounting
of looking a gift horse in the mouth; the sieps of a big, imposing house.
so she stayved until the ceremony had Now was the time for escupe—not now;
been performed, the bridsl party had the street was blocked. It would be
trailed down the misle, and the crowd necessary to stay in Hne and follow
was preening itself for flight. Then the empty vehicles to the first corner
she psssed out inte the sunlight, beyond the house. Little by little,
through the ranks to which she did the cab jerked its way toward the
nob belong. gpot where the awning and the carpet
Motors and carringes galore were ran down to the curb. .

in waiting,. One by one, they received “Why not? A flush came into Pris-
their aristocratic freight and rolled cilla's cheeks, a sparkle into her eyes.
away: and, asx Priseilly stood watching, Why not? All her traditions, inherited
a hansom forced its way in between s aand nequired, rose to oiffer conclusive
big Panhard and a luxurious wictoria answers to the question; but she put
and a smiling jehu beckoned to her. them aside. Even the veriest Puritan
She stepped into the cab, the driver may have his moment of madness,
eracked [:'m whip, and they were off Priscilla’s was upon her. The spirit
in the wake of the coroneted carringes of adventure had her in its grip, and
and the gorgeous cars. The cabman she flung the proprieties, the decencies,
waited for no order, and in her excite- to the wind. In so a crowid, who
ment she overlooked the fact that the would ever know? 8 had slways
Abbey wns still unscen aud that she wanted to do something really shock-
had not given the Clarkson’s address. ing. Fere was her golden opportunity.
Not until the procession turned off The fates had cast it at her feet.

from Pall Mall and was bowling along The cab was stopping, s magnificent
past Green Park did it dawn upon her being in livery was opening the doors,
that she was stiil attending the wedding. the time for hesitation was past.
The guesis were all going on to the
reception, and the driver had taken it
for granted thst she was one of the
elect. Her hand went hastily up toward
the little window in the top of the cab,

ers

A young person, with the air of a Verse
de Vere, paid and dismissed s maldly
intoxicated cabmasn, tzailed an unmis-
taksbly Parisian frock along the
crimson carpet, and ran the gauntlet
of more magnificent bei in livery.
A moment Iater she found herself
slone in 8 crowd and awake to her
iniquity. Now that she stopped to
think, the thing was hormble, sn of-
fense against every law of good breed-
ing. She must escape. Panic deseended
upon her; she started toward the door,
and, at that moment, a plessant
masculine voice drawled into her
eur, " Awful crush, isn’t it?"”
Priscilla gave a litile gasp of terror.
Guilt was written upon every line of
her face, but the man with the admir-
ing cyes did not seem to notice her
dismay.
“Lady Mary maokes an aitractive
]Jl'f(l!:," h‘; was Mr:;ﬁ‘ when the cul-
Fn} regained her -possession  sul-
wiently to listen. “They say the old
Duke has been very keen about this
qmu:h. He does look , doesn't
Le? Do vou know, you are kmh'nﬁ
abit fagged. Can [ get you soything?
“Fagged!” Prostrated was the more
ndequate word; snd yet—and yei—
a returning joy of lile wnas msking
itsell felt in Priscilla's heari Had
she not said she would rather mest
a8 mice man than see the Abbey? Well,
she had not seen the Abbey; but here
was & man, and mdications pointed to
his being ‘“‘nice.” Priscilla’s spirits
rose. He aeﬁ'm:fouh:: ‘:lgircct‘mm
to prayer; an eserving. one
need not be unapprecistive. And so
ghe smiled at him, deliberstely, radi-
antly, fully realizing that he was not
bell imy nor waiter nor porter, quite
convineed that she would not be sliowed
to tip him for service rendered. He
ca the smile and exchanged sn-
cther for it.

for ber in a little morning room out
of confusion, and left her there
while he went on forage. She nestled
back comfortably am the cushions
snd watched him hu:rrymﬁkdotn the
hall. Even hia was hikable, such

capa-

of the iransgressor, like the descent
to Avernus, was casy; and 8o it seemed
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